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got home I wrote them down, leaving gaps, and hoping
that further Inspiration might be forthcoming another day.
Sometimes it was, if I took my walks in a receptive and
expectant frame of mind ; but sometimes the poem had
to be taken in hand and completed by the brain, which
was apt to be a matter of trouble and anxiety, involving
trial and disappointment, and sometimes ending in
failure. I happen to remember distinctly the genesis of
the piece which stands last in my first volume. Two of
the stanzas, I do not say which, came into my head, just
as they are printed, while I was crossing the corner of
Hampstead Heath between the Spaniard's Inn and the
footpath to Temple Fortune. A third stanza came with
a little coaxing after tea. One more was needed, but it
did not come : I had to turn to and compose it myself,
and that was a laborious business. I wrote it thirteen
times, and it was more than a twelvemonth before I got it
right